
ing like a new fiddle, barring n bruise
nt the back of ray head, which makes
a 'hard hat' a burden. I may as well
tell yon first off that Mrs. McFarlnne
Is the wife of the forest supervisor at

MILLY'S
went on. "But you were tolerably
sure alMiut that other fellow that
rancher with the fancy name wereu't
you?" She flushed at this, but waited
for him to go on. "Don't you think it
possible that your fancy for Wayland
is also temporary?"

"No, sir!" she bravely declared. "I
never felt toward any one the way I
do toward Wayland. He's different I
shall never change toward him."

Her tone, her expression of eyes stop-
ped this line of inquiry, ne took up
another. "Now, my dear voune lad v.

the others, and as Wayland came to
meet them Norcross said, with dry hu-

mor: "I admire your lady of the cinch
hand. She seems to be a person of
singular good nature and most uncom-
mon shrewd"

Wayland, Interrupting, caught at his
father's hand and wrung it frenziedly.
"I'm glad"

"Here! Here!" A look of pain cov- -

red the father's face. "That's the fiat
she put in the press."

They all laughed, and then he grave-
ly resumed: "I say I admire her, but
It's a shame to ask such a girl to marry
an invalid like youFurthermore, I
won't have her taken east. She'd
bleach out and lose that g in a year.
I won't have her contaminated by the
city." He mused deeply while looking
at his son. "Would life on a wheat
ranch, accessible to this hotel by mo-
torcar, be endurable to you?"

"You mean with Berea?"
"If she'll go. Mind y6u, I don't ad-

vise her to do it," he added, interrupt-
ing his son's outcry. "I think she's
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Despite the Trick of i

Rival, She Proved
a Winner

By CLARISSA MACKIE

Milly Fenwick danced triumphantly
around the kitchen table, whereon re-

posed the four loaves of bread which
she had baked for the Little River fair.
Big loaves they were, browned dell-eate- ly

without, mwy white and sweet
within perfect loaves ol' perfect bread.

"You silly child," smiled Mrs. Fen-

wick as she bustled into the room and
caught Mllly In the midst of her gay
dance. x

"Mother, did you ever see such beau
tiful bread?" challenged Milly, stop-
ping breathlessly to implant a kiss on
her mother's soft cheek.

"Never but once before," said lira,
Fenwick, with a twinkle in her eyes.

"When was that?"
"Years ago when I baked my first

ioaves for the fair."
"Mother! And of course you took

first prize?"
"Yes, 1 did and I bought my wed-

ding gown with the money."
Milly blushed furiously.
"Well, of course you were engaged

to father, but I'm not engaged to any
one, but I know what I shall buy wit
the first prize money If I get it"

"What shall you buy?" asked Mr
Fenwick indulgently.

"Chickens. Yes, I truly am going to
raise chickens and see if I can't make
money enough to pay off that little
scrap of a mortgage on the place."

"Dear child," sighed Mrs. Fenwick,
"It would be the biggest blessing in
the world if you could. Itwould bg
such a rePef to your father. That Uttlf
balance of $200 has worried him fof
five years, and he cannot seem to gtt
ahead so he can pay it off. It has been
such a bad year, and he has had to hire
so much help because of his illness."

"You cati'Jsay anything. that I have
not already thought of," protested Mil-
ly as she buttered the crusty loaves
and tossed a white napkin over them,
"I'm only afraid that Sadie Lownet
will carry off the prize. She certainly
is a good cook."

"She can't make handsomer loaves
than those," asserted Mrs. Fenwick
proudly.

"Well, we will see. I'm going up-

stairs to get ready, mother, and then
I'm going to take the bread over to the
tent," said Mllly. And she flew out of
the room with a whisk of her pink and
white skirts.

"It's too bad for Sadie to carry off
first prize lu everything," mused Mre.
Fenwick as she stepped briskly about
her tasks. "Every year she's carried
off prizes for baking and fancy work,
and I declare If she hasn't carried off
tht biggest matrimonial prize as welL
for folks say she is engaged to Frank
Barlow. I never could understand why
it was that he stopped coming to
see Milly all of a sudden. He seemed
to think a lot of my girl, and I'm
afraid she liked him too well."

"iiC Milly Fenwick reached the big
tent where the annual county fair wae

ill d i m . .ill d i

UDIB FULLED tJP A COKNKU OF TH
SNOWY TOWEL AND PEKBED DNDEli.

held she found Sadie Lowues buzzing
around the table of domestic exhibits
dke a slim wnlsted wasp. Sadie was
very tall and thin and 'ordered every-
body about In an impudent, good

manner that was very taking
nmong her friends ntid quite disarm-
ing to her enemies. She was not pret-
ty, but she had rather n fasclnati'ij
manner her Muck eyes ahj
tossing her dark head, but her fi.v-- e

was thin and freckled, and her wise
was too large for actual beauty.

Milly set down her big basket and,
leaning against one of the poles that
supported the tent, fanned her flushed
.ace with her handkerchiefs

"Mllly Fenwick, you're ns red as
Deetr exclaimed Sadie, darting at
filly's basket. "Whut have ?oo go
m hcreT'

Unity Human Race Admitted.
Ail scientists recog'il;:e and admit

the unity of the human race. Fnd at-

tribute seeming variations to physical
conditions, environment and habits.
The points of physical identity among
the different races nre far more nu-

merous and important than the points
of difference.
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I am a business man as well as a fa- -
ther, and the marriage of my son is a
weighty matter. He is my main de- -

pendence. I am hoping to have him
take up and carry on my business. To
be quite caudid, I didn't expect him
to select his wife from a Colorado
ranch. I considered him out of the
danger zone. I have always under-
stood that women were scarce in the
mountains. Now don't misunderstand
me. I'm not one of those fools who
are always trying to marry their sons
and daughters into the ranks of the
Idle rich. I don't care a hang about
social position, and I've got money
enough for my son and my son's wife.
But he's all the boy I have, and I don't
Want him to make a mistake."
' "Neither do I," she answered simply,

her eyes suffused with tears, "t I
thought he would be sorry"

He interrupted again. "Oh, you can't
tell that now! Any marriage is a risk.
I don't say lie's making a mistake In
selecting you. Y'ou may be just the
woman ,he needs. Only I want to Joe

consulted. I want to know more about
you. He tells me you have taken an
active part in the management of the
ranch and the forest. Is that true?"

"I've always worked with my fa-

theryes, sir."
"You like that kind of life?"
"I don't know much about any other

kind. Yes, I like it. But I've had
enough of it. I'm willing to change."

"Well, how "about city life house-
keeping and all that?"

"So long as I am with Wayland I

shan't mind what I do or where I
live."

"At the same time' you figure he's
going to have a large income, I sup-

pose? He's told you of his rich father,
hasn't he?"

Berrle's tone was a shade resentful
of his insinuation. "He has never said
much about his family one way or an-

other. He only said you wanted him
to go into business In Chicago and
that he wanted to do something else.
Of course I could see by his ways and
the clothes he wore that he'd been
brought up in what we'd call luxury,
but we never inquired into his affairs."

"And you didn't care?"
"Well, not that exactly. But money

don't count for as much with us lu
the valley as it does in the east. Way-lan- d

seemed so kind of sick and lone-
some, and I felt sorry for him the first
time I saw him. I felt like mothering
him. And then his way of talking, of
looking at things, was so new and
beautiful to me I couldn't help caring
for him. I had never met anv one like
him. I thought he was a 'lunger' "

"A what?"
"A consumptive. That is, I did at

first. And it bothered me. It seemed
terrible thit any one so lne should
be condemned like that, and so I did
nil I could to help him, to make him
happy. I thoufefcr he hadn't long to
live. Everything lie said and did was
wonderful to me, like poetry and mu-
sic. And then when he began to grow
stronger and I saw that he was going
to get well, and Cliff went on the
rampage and showed the yellow streak
and I gave him back his ring I didn't
know even then how much Wayland
meant to me. But on our trip over the
range. I understood. He meant every- -

... ..... IT. riMev 1!,-- .
luuin lo me. ne ii'uue seem nue
a savage, and I wanted him to know
it. I'm not ashamed of loving him. I
want to make him happy, and if he
wishes me to be his wife I'll go auy- -

where he says only I think lie should
stay out here till he gets entirely well."

The old man's eyes softened during
her plea, and at Its close a slight smile
moved the corners of his mouth.
"You've thought it all out, I see. Y'our
mind is clear and your conscience easy.
Well, I like your spirit. I guess he's
right. The decision is up to you. But
if he takes you and stays in Colorado
he can't expect me to share the profits
of my business with him, can he?
He'll have to make his own ," lie
rose and held out his hand. "However,
I'm persuaded he's in good hands."

She took his hand, not knowing just
what to reply. He examined her fin-

gers with Intent gaze.
- "I didn't know any woman could
have such a grip." He thoughtfully
took her biceps in his left hand. "You
are magnificent." Then in ironical pro-

test he added: "Good (Jod, no! I can't
have you come into my family. Y'ou'd
make caricatures of my wife and
daughters. Are all the girls out in the
valley like you?"

She laughed. "No. Most of them
pride themselves on not being horse-
women. Mighty few of 'em ever ride
a horse. I'm a kind of a tomboy to
them."

"I'm sorry to hear that. It's the same
old story. I suppose they'd all like to
live in the city nnd wear low necked
gowns and high heeled shoes. No, I

can't consent to your marriage with
my son. I must save you from corrup-
tion. Go back to the ranch. I can see
already sigus of your deterioration.
Except for your color and that grip
you look like upper Broadway."

She flushed redly, conscious of her
new corset, he silk stockings and her
pinching slioes.. "It's all on tlie out-

side," she declared. "Under' this tog-

gery I'm the same old trailer. It don't
take long to get rid of these things.
I'm just playing a part today for
you."

He smiled and dropped her hand. "No,
no. You've said good by to the cinch. I
can see that. You're on the road to op-

era boxes and limousines. What is
your plan? Whut would you advise
Wayland to do if you knew I was hard
against hl& marrying you? Come, now,'
I can see you're a clear sighted indi-

vidual. What can he do to earn a liv-

ing? How will you live without my
aid? Have you figured on these
things?"

"Yes. I'm going to ask my father to
buy a ranch near here, where mother
can have more of the comforts of life,
and where we can all live together till
Wayland Is able to stand city life
again. Then, If you nvaut him to go
east, 1 will go with him."

They had moved slowly back toward
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CHAPTER XVII.

A Matter cf Dress.
Ti;r-r'- ' now." Wayhind went

1 on as they stepped off at the

fl hotel, "I am in command of
this expedition. From thi;i

on I lead this outfit. When it comes
to hotels, railways and the like o' that
I'm head ranger."

Mrs. McFarlaue, tired, hungry and a
little dismayed, accepted his control
gladly, but Berrie could not at once
slip aside her responsibility. "Tell the
hostler"

"Not a word!" commanded Norcross,
and the girl, with a smile, submitted to
bis guidance, and thereafter his eff-
iciency, his self possession, his tact, de-

lighted her. He persuaded the sullen
landlady to get them supper. He se-

cured the best rooms in the house and
arranged for the care of the team.

Berrie was correspondingly less mas-
culine. In drawing off her buckskin
driving gloves she had put away the
cowgirl and was silent, a little sad
even in the midst of her enjoyment of
his dictatorship. And when he said,
"If my father reaches Denver in time
I want you to meet him." she looked
the dismay she felt.

I'll do it, but I'm scared of him."
"You needn't be. I'll see him first

and draw his lire."
Airs. McFarlaue interposed. "We

must do a little shopping first. We
can't meet your father as we are."

"Very well. It is arranged. We get in,
I find, about noon. We'll go straight
to the biggest shop in town. If we
work with speed we'll be able to lunch
with my father. He'll be at the rai-
nier House at 1."

Berrie said nothing, either in accept-
ance or rejection of his plan. Her
mind was concerned with new concep-
tions, new relationships, and when in
the hall lie took In r face between his
hands and said, -- Cheer r.p: All is not
lost!" she put her arms about his
neck and laid her check against his
breast to hide her tears. th. Way-lan- d,

I'm sudi an idiot in the city! I'm
afraid your father will despise inc."

She woke i :! i ;, ,xt luoni.
lng a life of o!iip:ia!!i-e- of following,
of dependence u.,-.i- : the Judgment of
another. Sh" in silence while
her lover p-- 't,P!s . bought the
tickets and to! TV.! their coming to
his father. She a ' ;i'iesced when lie
prevent. he'- jm-- ; ':cr fi i leleplion- -

ing to the .ii h. !'c complied when
be couiiicmai.'ile-'- '!!! order to have
the team son: a. once. His jlldg-- e

ment rn'cd. am! !i enjoyed her sud- -

den freedom from i'el sibility. it
was novel, and it w.-'- very sweet to
think that she wa- being cared for as
Bhe had eared for and shielded him in
the world of the trail.

In the railway coach Wayland tact-
fully withdrew, leaving mother and
daughter to discuss clot lies undisturb-
ed by his presence.

"We must loo!; our best, honey," said
Mrs. Jli I'arlane. "We will go right
to Mrne. Crosby at Battle's, and she'll
fit us out. I wish we had more time,
fcut we haven't, so we must do the
best we can."

"I want Wayland to choose my hat
and traveling suit," replied Berrie.

"Of course. But you've got to have
a lot of other things besides." And
they bent to the joyous work of mak-
ing out a list of goods to be purchased
as soon as they reached Chicago.

Wayland came back with a Denver
paper In hla hand and a look of dla-igus- t

on his face. "It's all In here al
least, the outlines of it."

Berrie took the Journal and there
read the details of Settle's assault
upon the foreman. "The light arose
from a remark concerning the foresl
supervisor's daughter. Uunger Settle
resented the gossip and fell upon the
other man, beating him with the butt
of bis revolver. Friends of the fore-
man chain that the ranger is a drunk
en buliy and should have been dis-
charged long ago. The supervisor for
some mysterious reason retains this
man, although lie is an incompetent.
It is also claimed that McFarlaue put
a man i.n t ho roll without examina-
tion." The supervisor was the protag-
onist of the play, which was plainly
political. The attack upon him was
bitter and unjust, and Mrs. McFar-
laue again declared her intention of
returning to help him lu his light.
However, Wayland again proved to hei
that her presence would only embar-
rass the supervisor. "You would not
aid him in the slightest degree. Nash
and Bawlon are with him and will re-

fute ail these charges."
This newspaper story took the light

out of their day and the smile frpin
ISerrle's lips, and the women entered
the city silent and distressed in sjil'e
of the erfo. ; ; of their young guide.
The nearer the girl came to the ordeal
of facing the elder Norcross the more
tihe feared the outcome, but Wayland
kept lii.-- i air of easy confidence and
drove them directly to the shopping
center, 1 cllevlng that under the in II if
ence of hat and gloves they would re-

gain their customary cheer.
In this ho was largely Justified. They

had a delightful hour trying on mil-llner-

and coats and gloves.
Silent, blushing, tousled by the hands

taking all the enhances." He turned to
Mrs. McFarlane. "I'm old fashioned
in my notions of marriage, Mrs. Mc-

Farlane. I grew up when women
were helpmates, such as, I judge,
you've been. Of course it's all guess-
work to me at the moment, but I have
nn impression that my son has fallen
into ui unusual run of luck. As I un-

derstand it, you're all out for a pleas-
ure trip. Now. my private car is over
In the yards, and I suggest you all
corue along with me to California"

"Governor, you're a wonder!'.' ex-

claimed Wayland.
"That'll give us time to get better

acquainted, and if we all like one an-

other just as well whim we get back-w- ell,

we'll buy the best farm In the
North Platte, and"

"It's a cinch we get that ranch!" in-

terrupted Wayland, with a triumphant
glance at Berea.

"Don't be so sure of it." replied the
lumberman. "A private car, like a
yacht, is a terrible test of friendship."
But his warning held no terrors for the
young lovers. They had entered upon
certainties.

TBS BHD.

PASSED A MISERABLE NIGHT

Refused Place in House, Mrs. El iza- -

beth Cady Stanton Slept in

Carriage.

Even the man who does not sympa-
thize with the movement for wom-
an's rights cannot help admiring the
leaders of it. Elizabeth Cady Stanton
proved more than once, says the
Youth's Companion, that she had both
physical and moral courage of a high
order. She had often, say her biog-
raphers In "Heroines of Modern Prog-
ress," to utter her messa under the
most trying circumstances. .

Once in Michigan a party of speak
ers visited a deaf and dumb institu
tlon- - Mrs- - Stanton Just said: "There
is one comfort in visiting this place, '

itrA - oVtnll nnt KA
'

nr,UnA . 1. "

when the superintendent "came up
with: "Ladies, the pupils are as-

sembled in the chapel read) to heal
you." They spoke, while th3 superin-
tendent repeated in sign language
what they said. At another time their
boat was Icebound in the middle of
the Mississippi river. Someone fehout-ed- :

"Speech on woman suffrage!"'
They rose to the occasion, and there
at midnight made several new con-
verts.

In Kansas aT:-p- . Stanton one night
was refused lodging in a house, arfd
ensconced herself in the carriage. "I
had

.
just fallen into a gentle slumber,"

Blip wrote "when a chorus of grunts
and a violent shaking of the carriage
revealed to me the fact that I v. as
sfirrounded by those long-nose- d black
pigs so celebrated for their courage
and pertinacity. They had discc ?ered
that the iron steps of the carriage
made most satisfactory scratching
rOois. 'Alas,' thought I, 'before morn-
ing I shall be devouied!'" She plied

te whip upon them, but without ef.
feet; so she went to sleep and let
them scratch at their pleasure. "I

had a sad night of it. and never tried
the carriage again, although I had
many equally miserable xpertencnB
within four nails."

STOCK POOLS OF OTHER DAYS

Financial Giants Involved In Question
able Transactions In 1882 Gave

Entertaining Testimony.

Stock pools of the present day have
nothing on the pools and corners of
a generation ago in either magnlii-cenc- e

or p'cturesquer.esc. Certainly
there has b ?en in recent years no such
naive and enjertalt.ing testimony re- -

trflrHtno' elich firtorattnna act .that I

brought out by a state senate investl- -

crattn. In 1CQ Tn'uw.'".iiu i"
uouta, uurus natcn, a Dig speculator,
and Henry Ward needier as the star
attractions. They asked Jay Gould It

he was I'amlliar with corners and
he told how his brokers started buy-

ing "hicago l Northwestern at abou
SO it. J bought more than there wat.
"I paid what I thought it as worth,"
he said. "It resulted in carrying the
price up very high. I did not pay
over 80. The stock fell back after
the corner to about 80. I think k went
up to about 250. I think I was in
duced to part with some at about that
price." Mr. Gould's matchless gener
osity, however, was not shared. by Ru-fu- s

Hatch, according to his testimony
when asked if he was opposed to
stock watering. "1 am," he replied
promptly, "unless X am in it." Henry
Ward B?chfr added to the entertain
ment of the investigation he did not
know why he 1 ad been called by
supposing that In a general way he
understood the system of dealing In

l'u'.urcs. "it Is a part of my profes
sion " he said, "to deal In futures."
His dealings in stocks, however, were
limited to twu occasions. On the first
occaoion lie bought at 400 and, sold at
200. "t thought 't a good stock to lay
up," he observfi. 'but. found It good
to lay down."

joSpsi nTdptiuq,i '."uni'iOTOS jo
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Hamlin Garland

of her decorators, Berrie permitted
h:its to be perched on her head and
jai kets buttuiie.l and vmbuttoiieJ about
Ler shoul lors till she felt like a worn
clothes horse. Wayland beamed Willi
delight,, but she was far less satisfied
than he, and when at Inst selection
was nwde she still had her doubts, not
of the clothes, but of her ability to
wear tliarn. They seemed so alien to
her, so restrictive and enslaving.

"You're an easy fitter," said the sales-
woman, "but" hove she lowered bet
voice "you need a new corset. This
old one is out of date. Nobody is wear-
ing hips now."

Thereupon Berrie meekly permitted
herself to be led away to a torture
room. Wayland waited patiently, and
when she reappeared all tracer of Beat
Tooth forest had vanished. In a neat
tailored suit and a very chic hat, with
shoes, gloves and stockings to match,
she was so transformed, so harmingly
girlish in her self conscior.s gh-ry- that
he was tempted to embrace her in the
presence of the saleswoman. But he
didn't. He merely said: "I see the gov-

ernor's finish. Bet's fo to lunch. You
are stunning!"

"I don't know, myself," responded
Berrie. "The only thing that feels nat
ural is my hand. They cinched me su
tight I can't eat a thirig, "and my shoes
hurt." She laughed as --she said this,
for her use of the vernacular, was con
sclous. "I'm a fraud. Your father will
spot my brand first shot. Look at my
face red as a saddle!"

"Don't let that trouble you. This is
the time of year when tan is fashion-
able. Don't you be afraid of the gov-
ernor. Just smile at him, give him
your grip, and he'll melt."

"I'm the one to melt. I'm beginning
now."

Notwithstanding his confident advice
Wayland led the two silent and in-

wardly dismayed women into the
showy cafe of the hotel with some de-

gree of personal apprehension concern-
ing the approaching interview with his
father. Of course he did not permit
this to appear in the slightest degree.

It pleased him to observe the admir-
ing glances which were turned upon
Berrie, whose hat became her mighti-
ly, and, leaning over, lie said in a low
voice to Mrs. "Who is the
lovely young lady opposite? Won't you
introduce me?" '

This litll.t play being over, he said.
"Now. while our order is coming I'll
run out to the d;sk and see if the gov-
ernor has come in or not."

Wayland relumed with an increase
of tension in his face.

'.'lie's In re! I've sent word saying
'I am lunching in the cafe with ladles.'
I think he'll lome round. But. don't
be afraid of him. lie's a good deal
rougher on th.' oulside than he is at
heart. Of course he's a bluff old busi-
ness man and not at all pretty, and
he'll transfix you with a kind of esti-
mating glare as if you were 'a tree,
but he's actually very easy to manage
if you kow hovv to handle him. Now,
I'm not going to try to explain every-
thing to lii in at the beginning. I'm
going to iiitrodti-'- him to you in a
casual kind of way and give him time
to take to you both, lie forms his
likes and dislikes very quickly."

"What if he doesn't like us?" in
quired Berrie, with troubled brow,

"lie can't help It." His tone was so
positive that Jier eyes misted with hap-
piness. "But here comes our food. I
hope you aren't too nervous to eat.
Here is where I shine as provider.
Tills is the kind of camp fare I can
recommend."

Berrio's healthy up: elite rose above
her apprehension, and she a'e with the
keen enjoyment of a child, and her
mother said, "it surely is a treat to
get a chance at somebody else's cook-
ing."

, "Don't you slander your lioine fare,"
warned Wayland. ."It's as gvid ns
this, only ilP'erent."

lie sat whore lie cou'd watch the
door, and 'osp!to his jocund pose his
eves cxprerd growing impatience
arid some anxiity. They were all well
ii;fo tln ir eessert before he called out,
"'Tee he

Mrs. McFirl:ine could not see the
newcomer from whore she sat, but
Berrie rose iu great excitement as a
heavy set, full faced man with short,-gra-

mustache and high, smooth brow
entered the room. lie did not smile aa
he greeted his son, and his penetrating
glance questioned even before he
spoke. He seemed to silently ask:
"Well, what's all this? How do you
happen to be here? Who are these
women?"

Wayland said: "Mrs. McFarlau this
Is my father. Father, this is Miss
Berea McFarlaue of Bear Tooth
Springs."

.The elder Norcross shook hands with
Mrs. McFarlaue politely, coldly, but he
betrayed surprise as Berea took his
fingers In her grip. At his son's sollci-- I

tatiou he accepted a seat opposite
Berea, but refused dessert.

Wayland expl. lned: "Mrs. McFar
laue and In r daughter quite saved my
life over in th" valley- - Their ranch is
the best health resort In Colorado."

"Your complexion Indicates that,"
his father responded dryly, "Y'ou look
something the way a man of your age
ought to look. I needn't ask how you
are feeling."

"vou needn't. butioti may. ,i'mfeel- -

field, and points on Boston & Maine
south of Groveton. 1.20 a.m., and
L30 p.m.

From North Stratford, Groveton,
Berlin, Gorham. and all points south
and east.l. 20 a.m. and 1.20 p.m.

MAILS CLOSE.

For Newport, Derby, Derby Line,
and North; West Derby and Beebe
Plain, 1.00 a.m.

For Newport, West Derby, Derby,
East Charleston and West Charleston'
5.45 a.m.

For Lake, Norton Mills, Averill
and Wallis Pond, 6.15 a.m.

For Morgan, and Morgan Center,
7.15a. m.

For Beecher Falls, Canaan, and all
points on upper Maine Central Rail-
road, 1.00 a.m. and 5,00 a.m. and 1,00
p.m.

For Lancaster, Littleton, White-fiel- d,

and points on Boston & Maine
Railroad, south of Groveton, 1.00
a.m. and 5.00 a.m.

For local points, Island Pond to
Portland, l.SO'a.m. and 5.00 a.m.

For local points, 'Groveton to
Portland, 1.00 p.m.

For Berlin, Gorham, and all points
south and east, 1.00 a.m., 5.00 a.m.
andll.OOp.m.

Rural Delivery carrier arrives
12.30 p.m.

Rural Delivery mails close 6.15 a.m.
Except Sundav.

SUNDAY.

From all points south and east,
1.20 a.m. and 1.30 p.m.

Mails close for all points south and
east, 1.00 a.m.

Mails for Norton Milh 1.00 a.m.
D. P. Mackenzie, p. m.

RUGS NU'i i OK MISS HUMBLE

Cotrt Decision Likely to Cause Fair
Plaintiff to Feel Like Living Up

to Her Name.

Sour wine, gayety, humility such
might, i.erhaps, be designated as the
subject of the case reported In 143

Pacific Reporter, 778, as indicated tj
the subject matter, love lettero fol-

lowed by death of the wooer, taken in
connection with the names of the par-
ties involve Humble, Gay and Sauer-wein- .

The last named was the cava-
lier and owner of a fine collection of
119 Indian blankets and russ. In the
winter of 1910 he met Miss Humble,
and thereupon became "Humbled.'
we might perhaps say, not in the or-

dinary sense of degradation, but of
being held captive by the lady's
charms. lie soon Lought an engage-n.en- t

of e and showed her his
collection .. rugs, with the statement
that the- - were to be hers. She did
not at thp.t. time accept either the gift
of his person or property.. A few
months latei Mr. Saueruijn died. En-

ter here Mr. Gay as executor. After
the departure of Sauerwein "to Uiat
bourne from which no traveler re-

turns," Miss Humble, perhais to have
them as a keepsake, sought recovery
of the collection of rugs on the the-
ory that a valid gift of them had beet,
made to her. The supreme court of
California, hewever, held that accord-
ing to the evidence, consisting partly
of letters from the Vjveh rn Sauer-
wein, the gift had never been com
pleted, and denied recovery, The
Docket.

.tsky Revenge.
Paganlnl. the wonderful violinist,

bad a narro escape at Ferrara from
a violent, death. Knraged by some
hissing from (Tie pit, he resolvedTo
avenge the insult and at the close of
his program informed the audience
that he would imitate the language
of various animals. After having
rendered the notes of different birds,
the mewing of a cat and and the bark-
ing of a dog he &dranced to the foot-
lights and saying, "This is for those
who hissedl" imitated the braying of
an ass. At this the occupants of the'
pit rose, rushed on to the stage and
would have killed il.eir calumniator
had he not hastily retreated.

Sounds Fishy. "' ' '
!

A New York lawyer tells of a cast
tried in a fishing town of Massachu-
setts, during which the chief witness
under refused to
state the amount of his gross income.
"Y'ou muBt anuwer the question," said
the Judge. "But, Your Honor," said the
man, "I have no gross income; I am
K fisherman, and it's all net."

Has a Hard Time.
Someone is quoted ps having said

that of all the letters in the alphabet
"F." is the most unfoi tunate, "becauso
't is always out of earn, always In

debt, never out of d""ger, and In hell
all the time." It Is also the most fre-

quently used lutte. in the alphabet.

Height He Must Reach.
A public speaker never reaches the

pinnacle of fame until some newsp.
per dubs him the "prince of orators."

She Was So Transformed That He Was
Tempted to Embrace Her.

Bear Tooth, anil Miss Berea Is the able
assistant of her father. We are all
rank conservationists."

Norcross senior examined Berrie pre-

cisely as if his eyes were a couple of
X ray tubes, and as she flushed under
his slow scrutiny he said, "I was not
expecting to find the forest service in
such hands."

Wayland laughed.
"I hope you didn't mash his fingers,

Berrie."
She smiled guiltily. "I'm afraid I

did. I hope I didn't hurt you some-
times I forget."

Norcross senior was waking up. "You
have a most extraordinary grip. What
did it piano practice?"

Wayland grinned. "Piano!- No the
cinch." x

"The what?"
Wayland explained. "Miss McFar-lan- e

was brought up on a ranch. She
can rope and tie a steer, saddle her
own horse, pack an outfit and all the
rest of it."

"Oh! Kind of cowgirl, eh?"
Mrs. McFarlane, eager to put Ber-rie'- s

better part forward, explained:
"She's our only child, Mr. Norcross,
and as such has been a constant com-

panion to her father. She's not all
cowhand. She's been to school, and
she can cook and sew as well."
v'Mrs. McFarlane comes from an old

Kentucky family, father. Her grand-

father helped to found a college down
there."

Wayland's anxious desire to create
a favorable Impression of the women
did not escape the lumberman, but his
face remained quite expressionless as
he replied x

"If the life of a cowhand would give
you the vigor this young lady appears
to possess I'm not sure but you'd bet-

ter stick to it."
Wayland and the two women ex-

changed glances of relief.
"Why not tell him now?" they seem-

ed to ask. But he said: "There's a long
story to tell before we decide on my
career. Let's finish our lunch. How
is mother, and how are the girls?"

CHAPTER XVIII.

The Private Car..
in the midst of a lame

of other topics, theONCE,'

Norcross again fixed his
on Berea, saying. "I

wish my girls had your weight and
color." ne paused a moment, then re-

sumed with weary inflection: "Mrs.
Norcross has alwaysbeen delicate, and
nil her children even her sou take
after her. I've maintained a private
and very expensive hospital for nearly
thirty years."

This regretful note in his father's
voice gave Wayland confidence. His
spirits rose.

"Come, let's adjourn to the parlor
and talk things over at our ease."

They 'all followed him, and after
showing the mother and daughter to
their seats near a window, he drew his
father into a corner, and In rapid un-
dertone related the story of his first
meeting with Berrie, of his trouble
with young Belden, of his camping
trip, minutely describing the encounter
on the mountainside and ended by say-lu-

with manly directness: "I would
be up there in the mountains in a box
If Berrie had not intervened. She's a
noble girl, father, and is foolish enough
to like me, and I'm going to marry her
and try to make her happy."

The old lumberman, who had listen-
ed intently all through this impassion-
ed story, displayed no sign of surprise
at Its closing declaration, but his eyes
explored his son's soul with calm ab-
straction. "Send her over to me," he
said at last. "Marriage is a serious
matter. I want to talk with her
alone,"

Wayland went back to the women
with an air of victory. "He want to
see you, Berrie. He's mellowing.
Don't be afraid of him."

She might have resented the father's
lack of gallantry, but she did not. On
the contrary, she rose and walked res-
olutely over to where he sat, quite
ready to defend herself. He did not
rise to meet her, but she did not count
that against him, for there was nothing
essentially rude In his manner" He
was merely her elder and inert.

"Sit down," he said, not unkindly.
"I want to have you tell me about my
son. He has been telling me all about
jou. Now, let's have your side of the
story."

She took ti seat and faced him with
eyes as steady as his own. "Where
shall 1 begin?" she bluntly challenged.

"He wants to marry you. Now, It
seems to me thai: seven weeks is very
short acquaintance for a decision like
that. Are you sure you want him?"

"Yes, sir; I am." Her answer was
most decided.

His voice was slightly cynical as he


